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And in wearing, thou (halt haue me better and better^ 
Thou (halt haue a face that is not worth fun-burning. 
But dooft thou thinkc, that thou and I, 

Betweenc Saint Denis, 

And Saint George, fhall get a boy. 

That fhall goe to ConBantmopie, , 

And take the great T urke by the beard, ha Katej 
Kate. Is it poflible dat me fall 
♦ Loue de enemi e dc France. 

Harry. No Kate,tis vnpodible 
You fliould loue the cnemic of F ranee i 
For Kate , I loue France fo well. 

That lie not leaue a Village, 
lie haue it all mine: thenKate, 

When France is mine, 

And lam yours. 

Then France is yours. 

And you are mine. 

Kate. I cannot tell what is dat. 

Harry. No Kate, 

Why He tell it you in French, 

Which will hang vpon my tongue,like a bride 
On her new married Husband. 

Let me fee, Saint Dennis be my fpecd. 

Quan France et mon. 

Kate. Dat is, when France is yours* 

Harry. Et vous ettesamoy. 

Kate. And I am to you. 

Harry , Douck France ettes a voust 
Kate. Den France fall be mine. 

Harry. Et Ie fuyues a vous. 

Kate, And you will be to me. 

Har. Wilt beleeue me Kate? tis eaficr for me 
To conquer the kingdome, th€ to fpeakfb much 
More French* 


of Henry the fift. 

Kate. A your Maiefty has falfe France inough 
To deceiue de beft Lady in France, 

Harry. No faith Kate not I. But Kate t 
In plaine termcs.do you loue me ? 

Kate, I cannot tell. 

Harry, No, can any of your neighbours tell} 
lie askethem. 

Come Kate, l know you loue me. 

And foone when you are in your cloflet, 

Youle queftion this Lady of me. 

But 1 pray thee fweete Kate Me me mercifully, 
Becaufe I loue thee cruelly. 

That 1 (hall dye Katejii fure t 
But for thy loue, by the Lord neuer. 

What Wench, 

A ftraightbacke will growe crooked. 

Around eye will growe hollowc. 

Agreat leg will waxefmall, 

A curld pate proue balde : 

But a good heart Kate, is the fun and the moonc. 
And rather the Sun and not the Moonc : 

And therefore Kate take me, 

Take a fouldicrstakc afouldicr, 

Take a King. 

T hereforc tell me Kate,nilt thou haue me} 

Kate. Dat is as pleafe the King my father* 
Harry. Nay it will pleafe him: 

Nay it fhall plcafc him Kate. 

And vpon that condition K ate He kifle you* 
K 4 .O mon du Ie nc voudroy faire quelkc chofle 
Pout toutc lc monde, 

Cc ne poynt votree fachion en fouor* 

Harry. What fares flic Lady > 

Lady, Dat it is not de fafion en France. 
tor dc nwidcs, bf fore da be married to 
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